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voluble beyond her wont, in praise of their new
acquaintance.

Suddenly Mrs. Deverenx checked herself.

¢ My dear, what is the matter with you? I
don’t believe yon've heard one word of what
I've been saying; and I never saw you look so
white.”

Lady Atherstone half raised her heavy eye-
lids, and dropped them again as if the light
pained her.

‘“There's not much the matter,” she said,
wearily ; ‘“only talking always tires me to death,

“with such a headache as has been coming on for

the last halfhour. Qtherwise I would have staid
longer, for I saw you were amused ; and I quite
agree with you about these Malcolms. I shall
soon be better, if I keep quite, quite quiet.”

‘Weroe headaches known in the Age of Gold ;
or, when the millennium shall prevail, will they
cease to be? Certain it is, that in any state
where there are secrets to conceal or pangs to
dissemble, this convenient malady could no
more be dispensed with than the most nec-
essary article of attire. How could society
possibly go on without the trite but inexhaust-
ible excuse that—better than any soft answer—
turns away wrath, and, for a while, at least,
closes the mouth of the accuser, so that the ac-
cused, whether innocent or guilty, have time
to breathe and brace themselves for the ques-
tion, if it must needs ensue? There are peo-
ple, I believe, who discourse quite eloquently
on the advantages of gout; surely as many
could be found ready to cry Vive la migraine!

Lady Atherstone was outwardly almost her-
self again before she reached home; but her
‘“headache” did not pass away so quickly: in-
deed it kept her rather silent throughout the
evening, and wakeful through most of the
watches of the night; and when she slept at
last she woke with a start, fancying that some
one had whispered close in her ear, “ We miss
him dreadfully.”

¢ We miss him—"” Well, blood is thicker
than water, and, with all his faults, there was
no reason why his own kindred should not re-
gret the absence, or wish for the presence of
Caryl Glynne; but was it fitting that such
words should find an echo in the heart—ay!
and once almost issue from the lips—of the wo-
man who, not a year ago, had promised loyalty
at least, when Ralph Atherstone rendered to her
keeping his happiness and honor?

AN OCTOBER IDYL.

TH'E red maples glowed on the hill-side, the
golden and russet oaks waved their glis-
tening leaves in the valley, and the light breeze
from the northward came over the purple hills
and stirred the hazy atmosphere of the Indian
summer. The houses of the little hamlet were
clustered together near the river, and away on
every side stretched the broad fields, resting
from their labors after the abundant harvest,
each clod of earth basking in the red sunshine,
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and warm to the touch with heat and life. In
the woods the squirrels ran gayly from tree to
tree, and the leaves dropped silently all day
long, until the ground was tinted gorgeously,
and the air filled with the expiring fragranco
of summer's last breath. The purple grapes
glowed in the vineyards, and their massive
bunches full of merry juices were carefally
gathered by old olive-skinned Frenchmen who
had passed their youth on the banks of the
Garonne, while the orchards also were gay with
life, and the old red cider-mill poured forth its
foaming nectar, and groups of little boys sought
each his straw wherewith to taste and enter
Paradise. :
Katherine Van Schoonoven sat on the river
bank idly weaving an aatumn wreath, while

.her friend, Laura Parker, read aloud from a

volume of Wordsworth., Dear little Laura
was a good girl, and loved Wordsworth with an
affection inherited from a fair faded aunt of the
past generation; but Katherine Van Schoon-
oven, a woman of the world, with sharp ex-
periences of the intense reality of life, scorned
the shadowy lake poet, and, suddenly taking
the volume from the placid reader, she threw it
into the glittering river, and crowned the as-
tonished head before her with the maple wreath
as she said, ‘‘Let the damp, unfeeling old cur-
mudgeon go, Laura—water is his native ele-
ment, for he is as cold-blooded as a fish. Idle
dreamers were the lake poets all, reclining on
the hill-sides half asleep through the lost days,
and meeting, half awake, to discuss infinitesi-
mal shades of word-meaning in clouds of smoke
through the wasted nights. Lotus-caters, from
whose tender mercies may we both be deliv-
ered!”

‘But, Katherine, that was my aunt Wini-
fred’s beautiful edition.”

¢I will replace it with a Robert Browning
full of strong wood-cuts, liebchen, and you will
forget those prim steel engravings of nonde-
script scenery. But come, father will be wait-
ing for us, and it is quite time for you to start;
remember not to betray to any one the place of
my retreat.”

¢TI am afraid you will be lonely, Katherine.”

¢“Oh no, for I am going to make the ac-
quaintance of myself, a personage very little
known to me. There are the horses drawn up
at the door, and father beckoning to us. Good-
by; I shall come home just & week from to-
day.’, .

The light carriage soon disappeared down
the curving road, and Katherino stood alone on
the piazza, gazing over the glowing valley.
The little French community that owned the
broad fields and surrounding hill-sides was in-
debted to Judge Van Schoonoven for valuable
legal aid in some early lawsuit, and therefore
himself and family were always welcome guests
at the quaint little hotel, * L'Oiscan Blen,”
where a brilliant blue-bird was swinging on the
sign, and embroidered in bold relief on the
snowy linen. Far from the noisy railroads,
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the intrader might be, when the door opened,
and the hazel-eyed stranger appeared and seat-
ed himself opposite, with a warm flush glow-
ing in his face as he met her astonished glance.
¢ Pardon my intrusion into your little private
Arcadia, Mademoiselle, but, having some idle
days, I was tempted to return and taste the
simplicity of this primeval village before going
back to my busy life in Washington. Mr.
B—— has gone on to the northern part of the
State, but I, not being the fortunate owner of
a Congressional seat, felt myself privileged to
ask for another cup of the delicious café¢ au
lait which this little maiden served to us yes-
terday at dawn.” Rosy Thérezon smiled and
blushed as the stranger addressed her fluent-
ly in her provincial patois; while Katherine,
half indignant, half pleased, glanced up oc-
casionally at those hazel eyes with the red
flame within, and briefly answered the nu-
merous remarks which came forth from under
the auburn mustache of her unknown com-
panion, Lightly and easily the stranger's
words flowed on ; now an amusing description
of some recent mass-meeting, and then a
trenchant criticism on the latest English poem;
gradually Miss Van Schoonoven relaxed her
stateliness, and even condescended to listen to
the criticisms and laugh at the stories, until, as
they left the table, she found herself accepting
an invitation to walk in the forests with the
persistent intruder, and, escaping to her room,
sat down to wonder at herself. But her latent
admiration for andacity impelled her to keep
her unguarded promise, and so they went wan-
dering off into the painted woods, with thou-
sands of red and golden banners waving over
them, soft red and golden tapestries under
their feet, and all around the misty red-golden
atmosphere of the Indian summer. Through
the long sunny hours they loitered under the
trees, wrapped in the glowing beauty around
them, and only interrupting the delicious silence
to regret that the American poets have given
so few and so inadequate descriptions of this
millennium of the year, for, with the single ex-
ception of the venerable Bryant’s autumn word-
painting, the Muse is dumb. The maples
flamed in scarlet, the beech-trees shone in
pale yellow, and the varnished russet leaves
of the giant oaks glowed against the cverlast-
ing green of the pines; over the fences ran
wroaths of crimson vines, and now and then a
huge orange-colored leaf floated silently down
to the ground from the ancient sycamore that
raised its hoary head and outstretched arms far
above them; the thousand'voices of the forest
were stilled, and the air seemed full of longing
for the unknown, the Sehnsucht of Nature for
eternity.

After the simple dinner Katherine retreat-
ed to her turret, loaded with treasures of scar-
let vines and brilliant maple leaves, with which
she decked the white walls and wreathed the
pictures until thelittle room glowed with rich
coloring ; as shé twined the gay creeper around
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the mirror she caught the reflection of her own
dark face aglow with unwonted rosy tints, and
smiled upon the reflection of her lost youth
peeping from the crowned mirror in the leafy
bower. A tap at the door, and Thérezon ap-
peared, carrying a shining golden apple with a
slip of paper attached: ¢ Will you come to the
orchard and gather more?”

Involuntarily Katherine seized her straw hat,
and ran down the winding stairs; Hazel-eyes
was waiting in the hall, and together they
climbed the hill, where, hidden away on the
breezy summit, guarded around by the thick
forest, stood the ranks of richly laden trees re-
joicing in the sunshine, and every now and
then gayly dropping a ripe apple on the soft
grass beneath them. Round, ruddy apples,
great golden apples, sturdy russets, plain, hon-
est greenings, and the delicions pear-shaped
apples, whose delicate white is just tinged with
ruby dye.

Katherine ran from tree to tree, and piled
up the fruit in heaps, while her companion
shook the props and brought the rosy hailstones
rolling around her in wild profusion ; soon they
heard the voices of the gatherers as they came
up the hill, and seating themselves on the grass,
they watched the-four-horse teams driven into
the orchard, and saw the merry boys and girls
begin to strip the trees with song and laughter,
now doing prodigies of work in loading the anti-
quated old-world wains, and now pelting each
other with the fruit all around the field. In
the centre of the orchard upon a little mound
stood pitchers of new cider and heaps of su-
gared biscuit ; Hazel-eyes brought Katherine
a supply of these sylvan dainties, together with
one perfect apple, the Queen of October, and,
sitting in the mellow sunshine, they gazed
on the autumn scene, and with tacit consent
their words rippled along over simple rural
subjects, until the sinking sun reminded both
idlers and workers that the day was dome.
‘When darkness closed over the valley Katherine
sought her chamber with slow and dreamy
steps; as the candlo-light shone on the white
walls, the red leaves with which she had decked
them glowed brightly, and the sweet odor of
the forest filled the air; a little shelf was fas-
tened to the wall on one side of the room, and
upon this she grouped the perfect apples she had
collected, with the Queen of October in the
centre, and then, withont one thought of the
past or one aspiration toward the future, wea-
ried with the long hours of sunshine, she sank
into a dreamless sleep.

Down in the South Meadow stretched the
great vineyard away to the river on one side
and up to the hill-tops on the other; baskets
of plaited rushes stood between the vine-cov-
ered trellises, and the ripo grapes, carefully se-
lected, were laid within on layers of green
leaves, one above the other, until the purple
richness fairly overflowed; the hands of the
gatherers were stained with the juice, and tho
olive-skinned girls wore little bunches of grapes
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fire of logs glowed on the hearth of L’Oiseau
Bleu, around which the village boys and girls
were gathered as Hazel-eyes explained to them
the mysteries of the burning nuts, and told their
fortunes with the long apple parings. Many a
laugh arose as the hot chestnuts flew around
the room, and not a few blushes dyed the olive
cheeks as the magic parings betrayed the wish-
ed-for initial ; but at midnight the gay group
dispersed, and Katherine and her companion
were left alone in the fire-lighted room. Ha-
zel-eyes pecled a golden apple, and threw the
paring over his left shoulder; then, stirring the
dying embers, he called up Katherine to look.
She stood by the door with her candle, but turn-~
ed her head at his request. There on the car-
pet lay a great golden K. .

“Good-night and hallowed dreams,” she said,
and left the room.

¢ All-Saints’ Day! Glorious, golden-All-
Saints’ Day! When I think of Jerusalem the
Golden, her alabaster bulwarks always appear
to me bathed in the purple atmosphere of In-
dian summer,” said Katherine, as with her com-
panion she sought the quaint old garden, sur-
rounded by low stone walls, and dignified by
o miniature tower, and draw-bridge over the
rippling moat. The gardener’s daughter open-
ed the barred gate, and they entered the smooth
paths bordered with prim box, and shaded by
arbor vitm clipped into the shapes of birds
and lions; simple fountains played gently into
broad stone basins, and plaster shepherdesses
coquetted with companion shepherds in myrtle
arbors; a few lingering martins haunted the
dormer-windows of the tower; and through the
open glasses of the green-house the transplant-
ed flowers looked out upon the garden beds
where so late they had flourished in company
with their hardy mates. From the central
mound Hazel-eyes plucked one perfect rose,
tho sole survivor of her race: ‘“The last rose
of summer, Mademoiselle, and now sing me
the melody.”

Katherine complied, and the sweet, pathetic
verses seemed the very spirit of the garden sing-
ing his last farewell,

At noon pretty Marie brought them white
bread and golden honey, with choice grapes
from the vines; and then, sitting in an arbor,
the sunshine flickering down upon them through
the withered leaves, Hazel-eyes read aloud to
Katherine, who sat dreamily gazing on the fair
landscape, the meadows bathed in gold, the
hills far distant in the hazy air, as she listened
to the story of Evangeline, and fancied the lily
maid of Astolat floating

“upward with the flood,
In her right hand the lily, in her left
The letter—all her bright hair streaming down.”

The voice ceased, and the vesper bell rang
out in the still air, calling the villagers to honor
the saints’ day. As the priest gave his parting
benediction two unaccustomed heads bent to
receive it, and two low voices murmured Amen.
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A bleak wind came down from the north at
sunset, and with it the cold rolling clouds of
November. Pierre piled the logs high on his
hearth-stone, and in the blaze Katherine Van
Schoonoven sat alone, thinking earnestly.
Eight, nine, and ten sounded from the tall
clock in the corner, and still she remained mo-
tionless ; finally the door opened, and Hazel-
eyes entered the room, and drawing a chair up
by her side, stooped to replenish the failing fire.
The wind had increased to a gale, and came
whistling around the corner of the house, and
beating at the windows with loud fury. “A
wild night; the winds are let loose in the val-
ley, and our golden leaves will all be gone before
to-morrow ; it is as well, for now I shall not feel
so many regrets. DMademoiselle, my idle week
is over, and I must go back to the world ; may
I hope that these halcyon days will linger in
your memory as well as mine? And as for the
future—" He stopped, and gazing earnestly
into Katherine’s dark eyes, took her hand, and
raised it gently to his lips. With a slight start
Katherine drew her hand away, and, as the
color deepened on her cheek, she said, in a low
tone, “I have been foolish, and perhaps my
folly may deserve a harsher name, because I
have allowed myself to float with you through .
these golden days without & thought of the past
or a fear for the future. I, too, must leave La
Beolle to-morrow ; forget me, and forget also
my transgression of the rules of life in being so
constantly with a stranger, far away from all
my friends. My real name is Katherine Van
Schoonoven. I stepped out of the world for a
season of communion with myself, and I found
—jyou! Blame me not for enjoying my last
hours of liberty, and forgive me when I say our
acquaintance must end here, for—for—I am to
be married on the 15th of December to Judge
Wallingford; of Boston, a grave man of sixty,
who wishes a wife to preside in his elegant
mansion, I have learned to like you well, and
perhaps in some better world we shall meet
again, but not here—here there is nothing left
but to say farewell.”

She ceased, and two tears rolled slowly down
her glowing cheeks as she extended her hand
to her silent companion; he pressed it closely
in both of his, and then, dropping it suddenly,
he rose to his feet and stood before her, with
his eyes fixed on the burning logs. ¢ Miss Van
Schoonoven, you have never asked my name,
and I have purposely abstained from asking
yours, lest the charm of strange friendship
should be broken ; I saw you here alone, in this
enchanted valley, and I owe to you the bliss of
five days of boyhood’s thoughtless happiness
amidst the last glories of the departing year.
The Indian summer is over; the storms of No-
vember have come; itis fit, then, that we should
part, and, returning to our stations in the hard
world, take up each one our load of sorrow, and
bear it as bravely as wecan. My name is James
Tracy Chillingworth, of Washington, and I
have the pleasure of your father’s acquaintance



Original from
UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA

Digitized by G()Ogle

916006 -pdgasn ssadoe/bio isnaiTyiey mmm//:dily / paztithip-21b009 ‘uTewoq dT1qnd
GP/LTTTETOSLTITE TON/LZ0T/32u d1puey 1py//:sdidzy / 1W9 9S:PT LO-60-£20C UO BMOI 4O AITSISATUN 1B pa3edausn



